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rainbow vapors. The serenity and joy of 
nature are strongly contrasted with the 
hardships of life, typified by the man 
at the plow, who must wrest his living 
from the ■ soil. This symbolic concep- 
tion is the work of a poet and thinker. 

Lucien Simon sent nothing to this 
year's Salon because of his recent exhibit 
in the Georges Petits Gallery, where his 
"Premieres Communicantes," illustrated 
on page SOI, was first shown. This lovely 
picture is really a portrait of his two lit- 
tle girls who last year made their first 
Communion. It was painted with deep 
emotion, the artist being profoundly 
moved by the joy and purity that ir- 
radiated the faces of his beloved chil- 
dren and longing to immortalize for them 
this great fete. Rodin described this pic- 
ture as the perfection of loveliness, add- 
ing that he placed Simon among the two 
or three really great artists of France. 

The "Old Salon," now called le Fran- 
cais, still holds to its tradition of immense 
compositions that can neither be called 
mural decorations nor gallery pictures. 
Each year they appear and disappear 
with surprising regularity. That by 
Griin, "Vendridi au Salon," was said to be 
the clou of this exhibition. It represented 



the large Hall of Sculpture, in which were 
assembled all the noted artists who ex- 
hibit here. The portraits were startling- 
ly lifelike and attracted the attention of 
all interested in the art life of Paris. 

Far more beautiful was the mural dec- 
oration by Henri Martin, a frieze giving 
scenes of rural life, which was designed 
and painted for a dining room the furni- 
ture for which was also exhibited. A 
reproduction of one of these panels is 
given herewith. 

Both the Nationale and Francais 
Salons have recently enlarged their de- 
partment of Arts and Crafts, and the 
former has now added a department of 
Music. Any composer may send in his 
work (not including operas nor sym- 
phonies). Those that are accepted are 
played on Tuesday and Friday after- 
noons, in a hall set apart for this pur- 
pose. This year 87 pieces were pre- 
sented to the public by competent musi- 
cians. In this manner young composers 
have a chance to become famous, and by 
adding music to the arts already en- 
couraged, the directors of this Salon have 
rendered a great service to humanity. 
The French adore genius and are eager 
to render it homage wherever found. 
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As I sang and swayed in the forest glade 

I sing and sway again; 
Of my bark I'm shorn, for my limbs I mourn, 

But my pride, my strength remain. 

As I rise and dip with the swaying ship 

The salt spray lashes me; 
And the dead sticks swing, and the hemp ropes 
cling 

Where the living green should be. 

Yet I sing as I sang when the forest rang 
To the sound of the wild storm's cry; 

I count not the cost of my freedom lost — 
Of service to Man am I! 



